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Enter Olitter and Raphe, twoferuingmen . 




' Liner. Sirrah Raphe, my young Miftris 
‘isinfucha pittifull paflionate humour 
ffor the long abfencc of her loue. 

Raphe. Why can you blame her, why, 
Applcshangingdongcr on the tree the 
when they are ripe, makes fo many fallings, viz. Mad 
wenches "becaufe they are not gathered in time, arc 
faineto drop of themfelues, and then tis common 
you know for cuery man to take them vp. 

Oliuer. Matte thou faift true, tis common indeede, 
but firrah,is neyther our young Matter returned, nor 
our fellow Sam come from London ? 

Raphe. Neyther ofeyther, as the Puritan Bawdc 
fayes. Slid I heave Sant, Sams come, heere tarry, 
come ifaith,now my nofe itches for newes. 

Oliuer . And fo doth mine elbow. 

Sam cals mthin. Where are you there ? 

*y<<w.Boy,loOke you walke my horfe with difereti- 

A on. 
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on ,1 haue rid him Amply, I warrant his skin ftickcs to 
his backc with v cry heate,if he (hould catchcold and 
get the cough of the lungs, I were well ferued,werel 
not i What Rdf he and Oliver. 

Am.Honcft fellow S4?»,welcomc ifaith, what tricks 
haft thou brought from London ? 

Fnrmfht reith things from London. 

Sam. You fee I am hangd after the trueft fafhion, 
three hats, and two glades bobbing vpon them, two 
rebato wyers vpon my breft, a capcafe by my fide, a 
brufh atroy b^cke, an Almanackeinmy packet, and 
three bailats in my codpicc, nay 1 am the true pi&urc 

©fa common feruingman. . , 

0 //««'.IIcfwearc thou ait, thoumaiftfet vpwhen 
thou wilt, thcrq’smanyaonc begins with lefle I can 
tell thce,thatfro.ues a rich man er.e he dies, but whats 
the newesffom LondWySam ? 

Rap he. \ that’s well fed,what is the newes from Lon- 
doriy Sirrah. My young MiftrefTekeepes fuch a pu- 
ling for her Loue. 

Sam. Why the more foole (he, I, the more ninny- 
hammer fhc. 

Oliuer. Why Satoyfoy ? 

Sam.Why hc i$ martied to another long agoe. 

^w^.Faithyeieaft. , t | 1 v ',1 . • 

Sam. Why did you not know that till now ? Why 
liee’s married,beates his wife, and has two or three 
children by her : for you muft note, that any woman 
bcares the more when fheis beatejv . 

RapheJ. that’s true, for (he bcatc$thc blowcs. 

oliuer. 
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Oliuer, Sirrah Sam 3 I would not for two ycares 
wages my young MiftrelTe knew fo much,fhee’d run 
vpon the left hand of her wit, and ncre be her owne 

woman sg^inc# . , 

Sam. And I thinkc (he was bleft in her Cradle,that 
he neuer came in her bed, why hce has confumed all, 
pawndhis lands, and made his Vniucrfny Brother 
(land in waxe for him ; There’s a ftne phrafe for a feri- 
ucner,puh,hc owes more then his skin is worth. 

Oliuer. Is’t poffible ? 

54 w.Nay,ilc tell you moreouer, hce cals his Wife 
whore, as familiarly as one would call Moll and Dolly 
and his children baftards, as naturally as can be, but 
what haue wehecre ? I thought twas fomething puld 
downe my Breeches : I quite forgot my two poting- 

is. 



Sam. But fpcake in your confcicnce ifaith,haue 
not we as good potingfticksi'th Country as need to 
be put i’th fire, the minde of a thing is all, and as thou 
faidft euennow,farre fetcht is the beft things for La- 
dyes. ; • , 

Oliuer. I, and for waiting gentlewomen to. 

54w.But Raphe jit our Beere fowre this thunder ? 

Raphe. No,no,it holds countenance yet. 

Sam W 7 hy then follow me, He teach you the fined 
humor to be drunk in, I learnd itat London laft weeke. 

Amh.Fnith lctsheare it, lets hearc it. 

Sm.Vae, b^uicft humor, twould do a man good to 
A a be 



ftickes,thefe came trom London, now any tnin 
good heere that comes from London. 

Oliuer. \Smc fetcht vou knoto. 
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be drunke in it, they cal it knighting in London, when 
they drinkc vpon their knees. 

^*»£.Faith that’s excellent. 

Come follow me, lie giue you all the degrees ot it in 

order. . r E ^ 

Enter Wife. 

w^/e.What will become ofvs ? all will away, 

My husband oeuer cealfes in expence, 

Both to confumehis crcdite and his houle. 

And tis fet downe by heauens iuft decree. 

That Ryots childc muft needs be beggery. 

Are thefe the vertues that his youth did promife ? 
Dice and voluptuous meetings, midnightReuels, 
Taking his bed with furfets. Ill befeeming 
The ancient honour of his houle and name : 

And this not all, but that which kils me moft. 
When he recounts his Ioffes and falfc fortunes* 
The weakneffeof his ft ate fo much deiefted, 

Not as a man repentant, but halfe mad, 

His fortunes cannot anlwere his cxpencc : 

He fits and fullenly lockesvphis armes, 
Forgetting heauendooks downward, which makes 
Him appeare fo dreadfull,that he frights my heart : 
V 'VV’alkcs heauily,as if his loule were earth ; 

Not penitent for thofe his fins' are paft, 

But vext,his money cannot make them laft V 
A fearefull melancholy ,vngodly forrow. 

Oh yonder he comes,now in defpight of ils 
lie fpeake to him, and I will hearc him fpeake. 

And do my beft to driuc it from his het^# 



AYorksbire Tragedy . 

Enter Husband. 

Huf.VorL of the laft throw,it made 

Fine hundred Angels vanifh from my fight, 

Ime damndjme damnd,the Angels haue forfook me 
Nay tis certainly true : for he that has no coyne. 

Is damnd in this world ; hce s gone,hee s gone. 

Soh - C moft pSment of aU,I haue a wife. 
wife. I do intreate you as you loue your foulc. 

Tell me the caufc of this your difcontent. 

Uuf.k vengeance ftrip thee naked,thou art caule, 

Effea, quality, propetty,thou, thou, thou. Exit. 

w/f.Bad,turnd to worfe? 

Both beggery of the foule'as of the body. 

And fo much vnlikehimfelfeatfirft, 

Asiffome vexed fpirit had geithis forme vpon him. 

Enter Husband againe. 

He comes againe, 

Hcfaieslamthecaufe,lncuer yet r 

Spoke lefle then words of duty and ol oue. 

HuJ. If marriage bte honourable, then Cuckolds 
are honourable, for they cannot bee made without 
marriage. 

Foole,what meant I to marry to getbeggers . 
Now muft my eldeft fonne be a knaue or nothing,he 
cannot liuewpot’h foole, for he will haue no land to 
maintaine him : that morgage fits like a fnafflevpon 

mine inheritance,and makes me chaw vpon Iron. 

My lecond Ion muft be a promoter, and my third 
a theefe,or an vndcr-putter,a llauc Pander. 
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Oh beggery.beggery , to what bafe vfcs doft thou put 
a man. -n l > V' \ ^ 

I thinkc the diucll fcornes to be a Bawd. 

He bcarcs himfelfe more proudly, has more care on 
hiscrcditc. .. j ■ , , - 

Bale, flauifh , abiedt, filthy pouerty. 

H^'Good fir, by all our vowes j do bcfcech you. 
Shew me the true caufe of your difeontent.. 

jy#/.Mony,mony,mony,& thou muft fupply mee. 

Wi. Alafle,l am the leaft caufe ofyour difeontent, 
Yet what is mine, cither in rings or ie wels, 

Vfe to your owne defire,but 1 bcfeech you. 

As you are a gentleman by many bloods. 

Though I my lelfc be out of your refpedi, 

Thinke on the ftate of thefe three louely boyes 
Y ou haue bin father to. 

Hu. Puh,Baftards,Baftards,Baftards,begotin tricks, 
begot in tricks. 

w.Hcauen knowes how thofe words wrong me, 
But lie endure thefe griefes among a thoufand more 
Oh call to minde your Lands already morgadge, 
Yotir felfe woond into debts,your hopefull brother. 
At the V niuerfity in bonds for you. 

Like to be ceaz’d vpon. And 

#».Ha done thou harlot. 

Whom though for fafhionl married, • 

I neuer could abide.Thinkft thou thy words 
Shall kill my pleafures,fall off to thy friends, 

Thou and thy baftards beg, I will not bate 
A whit in humor ; Midnight Bill I loue you, 
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And rcuell in your company iCurbdin^ , 

Shall it be (aid in all focieties, 

That I broke cuftome,that I flagd in money. 

No, thofe thy iewcls,I will play as freely. 

As when my ftate was fulleft. 

ay I proteft,and take that for an earneft, 
Hejpurnsher. 

I will for euer hold thee in contempt. 

And neuer touch the flicetes that couer thee, 

Burbe diuorftin bed, till thou confent. 

Thy dowry fhall be foldc to giue new life 
Vnto thofe pleafures which I moft affedl. 

Wife. Sir, do but turnc a gentle eye on me, 

And what the law fhall giue me leaue to do,. 

You (hall Command. 

Huf.Lookc it be done, fhall I want duft, 

And like a flaue weare nothing in my pockets 

Holds bis hands in his Pockets. 

But my hands to fill them vp with nayles ? 

Oh much againft my blood, let it be doiie, 

I was neuer made to be a looker on : 

Abaudto dice j lie fhake the drabs my felfe. 

And make them yceld“,Ifi^lpdtAifeSe'd9n<^ t 
Wife. I cake myTeauc,it fhal. , Ns . 

Exit. 

Speedily ,fpecdily, I hate the very houre IcHofe 
a Wife, a trouble j trouble, three childrehlike three 
eiMlshangvpbrtrrie, fiejfieifiei'ftfiimpct and baftards, 
ftrumpetWbaftards. 

; - Enter 





A T or\shire Tragedy. 

Enter tbree^GentlemenJhearing him. 
i .Gent. Still do thcfc loathfome thoughts iartc oa 
your tongue. 

Your felfe to thine the honour of your Wife, 

Nobly difeended 5 thofe whom men call mad. 
Endangers others.buthee’s more then mad 
That wounds himfelfe,whofe owne words 
Do proclaime it is notfir,I pray forfakc it. 
i.Gent, Good fir,let modefty reproue you. 

$.Gent. Let honeft kindnes fway fo much with you. 
Hu.G od den, I thanke you fir jhow do you ? adieu, 
I am glad to fee you, farwcll Inftru&ions, Admoniti- 
ons. Exeunt Gent . 

Enter a fernant. 
now firrha,what would you ? 

Ser. Onelyto ccrtifieyoufir,thatmy Mifttiswas 
met by the way, by them who were lent for her vp to 
London by her honourable Vncklc, your Worfhips 
lategardian. 

Huf. So fir, then the is gonc,and fo may you be. 
But let her looke that the thing be done the wots of. 
Or hell will ftand more plealant then her houfe at 
home. Exit feru Ant. 

Enter a Gentleman. ;r . \ 

Gent.WtW or ill met, I care not. , . ; 

Huf. No nor I. 

Gent. I am come with confidence to chide you. 
Huf, Who me ? chide me . ? doo't finely ^hen, lpt it 
not moue me, for if thou chidft me angry, filial ftrike, 
Gent. Strike thine owne follies, for it is they 

Defcrues 
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Defcrue to be well beaten ; wee are now in priuate, 
Ther’s none but thou and I, thou art fond & peeuifh. 
An vneleane ryoter,thy landes and creditc 
Lie now both fickeof aconfumpuon, . , 

I am forty for thee* that man fpends with fhamc. 
That with his riches doth confumc his name. 

And fuch art thou. 

Huf. Peace. 

Gent. No thou flialthearemc further. 

Thv Others and fore-fathers worthy honors, 

Which were our Country monumcnts,our grace. 
Follies in thee begin now to deface , 

The fpring time of thy youth did fairely promilc 
Such a moft fruitfull furnmer to thy friends 
It fearfe can enter into mens belecfes, 

Such dearth fhould hang on thee, we that lee it. 

Are forty to beieeue it : in thy change, 

This voice into all places will be hurld : 

Thou and the diuell has deceiu’d the world. 

Huf. He not endure thee. 

Gwtf.But of all the worft. 

Thy vertuous wife right honourably allied, 

Thou haft proclaimd a ftrumpet. 

H»/Nay then I know thee, # , 

Thou art her Champion thou, her priuate tnend, 
The party you wot on. 

Gwr.Oh ignoble thought, 
lam paft my patient blood ,fhall I ftand idle 
And fee my reputation toucht to death. 

H»/.This has galde you,ha^it ! 



Gent. 
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Gent.No monfterj prone 
My thoughts did onely tend to vertuous loue. 
H«/.Loue of her vertues ? there it goes. 

Gent. Bale fpirit,tolay thy hatcvpon 
The fruitfull honour of thine owne bed. 

They fight y and the Husband is hurt. 

Huf.O h. 

Gent. Wilt thou yeeld it yet ? 

Htf. Sir, fir, I haue not done with you. 

Gent. I hope nor nere (ball do. Fight agen. 

tf»/Hauc you got tricks ? are you in cunning with 
me ? 

Gwr.Nojplaine and right. 

He needs no cunning that (or truth doth fight. 
Husband falles downe. 

Hu /. Hard fortune, am I lcucld with the ground ? 
Gent. Now fir, you lie at mercy. 

Htf/llyouflaue. 

Gen. Alas ,that h ate fivould bring vs to our graue, 
You fee my fw ord’s not thirfty for your life, 

I am forrier for your wound, then your ftlfe, 

Y’are of a vertuous hou(c,fhew vertuous deeds, 

Tis not your honour, tis your folly bleeds. 

Much good has beene expe&ed in your life. 
Cancell not all mens hopes, youhaue a Wife, 
Kinde and obedient : heape not wrongfull (hame 
On her and your pofterity ,let onely finne be fore, 
And by this fall, rife neuct to fall more. 

Andfo 1 leaueyou. Exit. 

HuJ . Has the dogge left me then *. 



After ' 
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After his tooth hath left me ? Oh, my heart 
Would f aine leape after him,reuenge I fay, 
jme mad to be reueng'd.my ftrumpet Wife, 

It is thy quarrcll that rips thus my flefh. 

And makes my breft fpit blood, but thou (halt bleed : 
Vanquifiit ? got downe ? vnable eene to fpeake ? 
Surely tis want of money makes men weake, 

I,twas thatore-threw me,lde nere bene downe elfe. 

Exit* 

Enter wife in a riding fuite>mth a ferutngman. 

&v.Faithmiftris,if it may not be preemption 
In me to tell you fo,for his excufe 
You had fmall reafon, knowing his abufe. 

Wife. I grant I had,but ala-iTe, 

Why mould our faults at home be fpread abroad, 
Tis greefe enough within doorcsj atfirft fight 
Mine Vnckle could run ore his prodigall life 
As perfe&!y,asif his ferious eye 
Had numbred all his follies : 

Knew of his morgagde lands, his friends in bonds, 
Himfelfe withered with debt j And in that minute 
Had I added his vfage and vnkindnefife, 

Tvvoulcl hauc confounded euery thought of good. 
Where now,fatheringhis ryots on his youth, \\ 
Which time and tame experience will (bakeoff, 
Gueffing his kindnes to me (as 1 fmoothd him 
With all the skill I had) though his defarts 
Are informe vglier then an vnfhapte Bearc. 

Hee’s ready to prefer him to fome Office 
.And place at Court $ a good and fure rcleefe 

B 2 To 
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To all his {looping fortunes, twil be a meanes I hope 
To make new league betweene vs, and redeeme 

fhould Dot now 

bekinde to you and loue you, and cherilh you vp, I 
fliould thmke the diuell himfelfe kept open houlc in 

• • 

111 'wife. I doubt not but he will now, prethree leaue 
me, I thinkc I heate him comming. 

Ser . I am gone. Extt ' 

Wt. By this good meanes I {ball preleiue my land , 
And free my husband out ofvfurcrs hands : 

Now there is no need of fale,my Vnckles kinde, 

I hope, if ought.this willcontcnthis minde. 

Here comes my husband. Enter Husband. 

H#/.Now, ate you come, where’s the mony, lets 
fee the mony , is the rubbirti folde, thofe wifeakers 
your lands, why then.the mony, where is it ? powrc it 
downCjdowne with it,downe with it, I fay powrt on 
the ground, lets fee it.lets fee it. 

Wife . Good fir,kcepe but in patience,and 1 hope 
My words (hall like you well,I bring you better 
Comfort then the falc of my Dowry. 

Haf. Ha, what's that ? 

Wife . Pray doe not fright me fir, but vouchlate me 
hearing.My Vnckle,glad of your kindnefle to me and 
milde vfage (for fo l made it to him) hath in pitty ot 
your declining fortunes, prouidedaplace for you at 
Court, of worth and crcdiic j which fo much oner- 
ioyed mc< 
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m f. 0«toDtheefiUh,ou« a ndo U a,oyed 

line in torment. flurnsner. 

£ poteide whore, fobtiller ihenmnoDmels, 
was this thy iourny to Nuncke, tofadownc thehl- 

beares thy complaints. 

tt’i&.Oh, hcauen knowes* 

That my complaints were praifes, and beftwor * 
Ofyou’snd yout eftate ; onely tny friends 
Knew of your morgagde Lands, and were poffeft 
Ofeuery accident before I came. 

If you fufpea it but a plot in me. 

To keepc my dowry,or for mine owne good. 

Or my poore childrens (though it lutes a mother 
To (hew anaturall care in their releefes) 

Yet lie forget my felfe to calme your blood, 
Confume it,asyour pleafure counfelsyou. 

And all I wi(h,eene Clemency affords, 

Giuc me but pleafanf lookes and m odeft wor ds. 

Huf. Mpncy whore, money, or lie - " 

Drams his Digger. Enter tferuanthafttly. 

What the diuell ? how now ? thy hafty newes. 

Sfr.M av it pleafe you fir. 

HufW hat ? may I not looke vpon my dagger ? 
Speakevillainc, orlwill execute the point on thee : 
quicke,(hort. - 
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Ser . Why fir, a gentleman from the Vniucrfiryftai^ 
below to fpeake with you. 

Hitf.Ftom ehe Vniuetfity . ? fo ) Vniucrfity, 

That long word runs through me. Exit. 

IVife.Was euer Wife lo wretchedly befet ? 

Had not this newes ftept in betwecne,the point 
Had offered violence vnto my brefl. 

That which fome women cal! great mifery. 

Would fhew but little here : would fcarfe be feene 
Among my miferies : I may compare 
For wretched fortunes,with all Wiues that arc, 
Nothing will plcafe him,vntill all be nothing. 

He calles it flauery to be peeferd, 

A place of credited bafe feruitude. 

What fhall become of me,and my poore children ? 
Two here, and one at nurfe ,my pretty beggers, 

I fee how ruine with a palfic hand 
Begins to (Bake the ancient feat to duft : 

The heauy weight of forrow.drawes my lids 
Ouer my dankifh eyes : I can fcarfe fee j 
Thus greefe will laft,it wakes and fleepes with me. 

Enter the Husband with the Mafier of the Co Hedge . 

Huf. Plcafe you draw neere fir, y’are exceeding 
welcome. 

^/.That’s my doubt, I fcare I come not to be wel- 
come. 

Huf, Y es jhowfoeuer. 

Mat.Tis not my fafhion fir , to dwell in long circum- 
ftance,butto beplaine and effectually therefore to 
the purpofe. 

The 
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The caufe of my fetting foorth, was pittious & la- 
mentable 5 that hopefully oung gentleman your bro- 
ther, whofe vertues we all loue decrely, through your 
default and vnnaturall negligence, lies in bond execu- 
ted for your debt, a prifoner, all his ftudies amazed, 
his hope ftrook dead, and the pride of his youth muf- 
fled in thefe darke clouds of oppreffion, 

//tf/lHum ,hura ,hum. 

Maijl. Oh youhauekildthe towardeft hope bf all 
our Vniuetfity, wherefore without repentance and a- 
mends,expedpandorusandfi.iddaine judgments to 
fall gricuoufly vpon you j your brother, a man who 
profited in his diuiqeimployments, and might haue 
made ten thoufand foules fit for heauen,now by your 
cardeffccourfes caft in prifon, which you muft an- 
fwerefor, and afiureyour fpirit it will come home at 
length. Huf Oh God, oh. 

Ma.yjVik men thinkc ill of you , others fpeake ill of 
you.no man loucs you, nay,euen thofe whom hone- 
fty condemnes, condcmne you : and take this from 
the vertuous affedion I bcare yourbrother, newer 
looke for profperous houre, good thought , quiet 
fleepes, contented walkes, nor any thing that makes 
man perfcd,til you redeemehim : What is your an- 
fwerjiow will you beftowhim . ? vpon defperate miic- 
ry,or better hopes ? I liiffer till I heare ycuranfwere. 

Huf. Sir,youhauc much wrought with me, 1 feele 
you in my foule.you are your at tes matter, 

1 nciicr had fence til nowj your filfebles hiue cleft me 
Both for your words and pains I thanke you:I cannot 

buc - 
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but acknowledge greeuous wrongs done to my bro- 
ther, mighty, mighty, mighty wrongs. 

Within there. 

Enter a ferumgmttn. 

Huf.Vi\\ me abowlc of wine. Alas poore brother, 
Bruifed with an execution for my fake. 

Mu. A bruife indeed makes many a mortall Fore, 

Till the graue cure them. Enter with wine. 

Huf. Sir, I begin to you, y’aue chid your welcome: 
Mr.\ could hauc vvifht it better for your fake, 

I pledge you fir,to the kinde man in prifon. 

Hu f. Let it be fo. 

Now Sir,if you fo pleafe to fpend but a fe w minutes 
in walking about my grounds below, my man lhau 
hecre attend you : I doubt not but by that time to be 
furniiht of a Oifficient anfwerc, and therein my Bro- 
ther fully fatisfied. , 

Mr . Good fir, in that the Angels would be plealed, 
and the worlds murmures calmd, and I fhould fay 

fetfoorth then vpon a lucky day. 

jjuf. Oh thou confufed man,thy pleafant fins naue 
vndone thee, thy damnation has beggerd thee, that 
heauen fiiould lay we muft not fin, and yet made wo- 
men: giues our fences way to finde plcafure, which 
being found, confounds vs, why ihould wee know 
thofe things fo much mifufe vs ? Oh would vertue 
had beenc forbidden, wee ihould then hauc prooued 
allvertuous, for tis our blood to loue what wee are 
forbidden j had not drunkennefle beene forbidden, 

what man would hauc beene fooie to a bcaft, and za- 
ny 
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ny to a (wine, to fhew tricks in the mil e 3 what is there 
in three Dice, to make a man draw thrice three thou- 
fand acres into thecompaficof a little round table, 
and with the gentlemans palfic in the hand fhakc out 
hispofterityjthceucs, orbeggers*, tis done, I hauc 

don’t lfaith; terrible, horrible mifery. how 

well was I left, very well, very well. 

]My Lands fhewed like a full Moone about me, but 
now the Moone’s in the iaft quarter, warning, war- 
ning, andl am mad to thinke that Moone was nunc : 
mine and my fathers, and my fore-fathers generati- 
ons^encrationsjdowne goes the houfc ofvs, down, 
do, woe it finkes : Now is the name a beggar, begsin 
me that name which hundreds ofyeareshas made 
this lhiere famous j in me and my poftcrity runs out. 

In my feede fiue are made miferablc befidcs my 
felfe, my ryot is now my brothers iaylor, my VViues 
fijghing,my three boyes penurie, and mine own con* 
fufion. 

He teares his haire. 

Why fit my haires vpon my cuifcd head ? 

Will, not this poyfonfeatter them ? oh my brother’s 
In execution among diucls that ftretch him : 

And make him giue ; and I in want, 

Not able for to liuc,nor to redeeme him. 

Diuines and dying men may talke of hell. 

But in my heart her feuerall torments dwell, 

Slauery and mifery. Who in this cafe 
Would not take vp money vpon his foule ? 

Pawne his faluation,liue at intereft ; 
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I, that did cuer in aboundance dwell, 

For me to want,exceeds the throwes of hell. 

Enter his little fonnepvith a top and [courge. , 

•SV#.What ailc you father, are you not well, I can- 
not fcourge my top as long as you ftand fo : you take 
vp all the roome with your wide legs, puh,you can- 
not make me affraid with this, I feare no vizards, nor 
bugbeares. 

-|£V/ <£. •)»?’' i;* 11 t •* • '* • 1 ** ■' ' > i ‘ * ^ ' 

He takes vp the ehild by the skirts of his long coate in one 
hand.and dr awes his dagger with the other. 

HufV p fir, for heerethou haft no inheritance lefr. 
Sortm ».Oh what will you do father, I am yourwhite 
boy. Jlrikeshim. 

Buf.Thow (halt be my red boy, take that. 

JVtf.Oh you hurt me father. 

Huf My eldeft beggar,thou (halt not line to aske an 
vfurer bread, to cry at a great mans gate, or follow,, 
good your Honor by a Coach, no,nor your brother: 
tis charity to brainc you. 

Si?/».How (hall I learne,now my head's broke ? 
tf».Blced .bleed, rather then beg, beg, fobs him. 

Be not thy names difgrace : 

Spume thou thy fortunes firft,if they be bale : 
Come view thy fecond brother : Fates, 

My childrens bloud (hall fpin into yourfaccs. 

You fhallfee, 

How confidently we (corne beggery. 

Exit -with his fonne. 

Enter a maid with a chide in her armtsfhe 

Mother 
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Mother by her ajlepe. 

M.Sleep fweet babe .forrow makes thy mother deep, 
It boades fmall good when hcauinelfc fals fo deepc, 
Hu(h pretty boy, thy hopes might haue bene better, 
Tis loft at Dice, what ancient honour won. 

Hard when the father plaies away the Sonne : 
Nothing but mifery ferues in thishoule, 

Ruine and defolation j oh. 

Enter Husband with the boy bleeding. 

Huf. Whore, giue me that boy. 

he ftriues with her for the childe. 

Maid. Oh helpe,hclpc, out alas, murder, murder. 
Huf. Arc you goffiping, prating fturdy queane, 
lie breake your clamour with your necke, 

Downe ftaircs ; tumble, tumble, headlong. 

He throwes her downe. 

So, the fureft way to charme a womans tongue, 

Is breake her necke, a Polititian did it. 

^.Mother, mother,I am kild mother. 

His wife awakes. and catchcth vp the youngett . 
iyifi.Haj who's that cride ? Oh me my children. 
Both, both, bo th $bloudy,bIoudy. 

Huf. Strumpet, let go the boy, let go the beggar. 
Wife. Oh my fweete husband. 
fl r tf/iFilth,Hatlot. 

: wife. Oh what will you do deere husband ? 
^/.Giuemcthebaftard. '• 

wifc.Xout owne Iweeteboy. * ■ - . - 

HuJ .There are too many beggers, 

Ci wifi* 
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Wtfe.G ood my husband. 
ffuf Doft thou prcucnc meftill? 

Wife.Qh God ! 

Stabs at the childe in her armes } fo gets it from her . 
Huf Hauc at his hcarc. 

Wife - Oh my dearc boy. 

/to/Bratjthou lhalt not liuc to fliame thy houfc. 
Wife. Oh hcauen. She it hurt and finks downe. 

Huf. And perifh,now be gone, 

Ther’s whores enow, and want would make thee one. 

_ j 4 * c.|. ’ n ’.*1;V W 

Enter alufly feruant. 

Stf/.Oh fir, what deeds arc thefc ? 

Huf. Bafc flaucjiny vaflaile, 

Com’ft thou betweenc my fury to queftion me ? 

Ser. Were you the diucll,I would hold you fir. 
Huf Hold me ? preemption, lie vndo thee for it. 
Jer.Sbloud, you liaue vndone vs all fir. 
H»/!Tugatthy Mailer? 

& r.Tug-ata monficr* 

Huf. Haue I no power ,fhall my {laue fetter tne ? 
S^.May then thcdiucll wraftlesj am thrownc. 

Husband ouer comes him. 

Huf. Oh villaine, now lie tug thee, now lie teare 
thee,fct quicke fpurs to myva(Tailc,bruizehim. ( tram- 
ple him;fo,I thinke thou wilt not follow me in bade. 
My horfc (lands ready fadled, away, away, . ^ 

Now to my brat at nurfe,my fucking begger 5 
Fates, He not lcaue you one to trample one. 

The 
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The Master meetes him. 

A/aHow ift with you fir,mc-thinks you looke of a 
diftraaed colour. 

HufWho I fir,tis but your fancy, 
pleafe you walkc in fir,and lie foone refolue you, 

I want one fmall part to make vp the fum. 

And then my brotherfliall reftfatisfied. 

Mr. 1 (hall be glad to fee it,fir lie attend you. 
Exeunt. 

Ser. Oh ,1 am fcarfe able to heaue vp my felfe, 

He has fo bruizd me with his diudlifh waight. 

And torne my flclh with his bloud-hafty fpur,. 

A man before of eafie conftitution, 

Till now hcls power fupplied j to his foules wrong, 

Oh how damnation can make weake.men ftrong. 

Enter Master and wafer Hants.. 

S<r.Oh the mod pittious deed fir fincc you came. 
a/a Adcadly greeting 5 hath he fumd vp thefd 
To fatisfie his brother ? heere’s another. 

And by the bleeding infants, the dead mother. 

Wife. Oh, oh. _ 1 

Afr.Surgeons,Surgeons,fhe recouers life, 

One of his men all faint 'and bloudied. 

i.5^r.Follow , our murderous Mafter has tookc 
Horfe to kill his childe at nurf<S,oh follow quickly. 
Mr.\ am the readieft.it (baft be my charge 

To raife the Towne vpon him. ^ 

Exit Master Aftdf Wv/ ants* 

l.Srr.Good (it follow him. - 

C 3 W‘- 
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Wtfe.Oh my children. 

xJftr,How. is it with my moft affli&ed Miftris » 
wife. Why do 1 now reconer ? why halfe hue ? 

To fee my children bleed before mine eies, 

A fight, able to kill a Mothers breift without an exe- 
cutioner jwhat^art thou mangled too? \ 

x ,Ser, I thinking topreuent what his quicke tnil- 
chiefes had fo foone adted ,came and rulht vpon hi.n, 
We ftrugled,mit a fowler ftrength then his 
Ote-threw me with his armes, then did hebruizc me 
And rent my fleih,and robd me of my haire, 

Like a man mad in execution. 

Made me vnfit to rile and follow him. 

WifeSS hat is ithasbegutldc him of all grace ? 

And ftoie away humanity from his breft, 

To flay his children,purpofed to kill his wife. 

And fpoile his feruants. 

Enter twoferuants. 

Anboi Plcalc you leaue this accurfed place, 

A furgeon waites within. 

H/;/e.WilIing to leaue it. 

Tis guilty of fweete bloud, innocent bloud, 

Murder hath tooke this chamber with full hands, 
And will not out as long as the houfe ftands. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Husband , as being throwne of bis 
■ ’.si ■ Horfe, and falles. 

Huf .Oh ftumbiing lade, the (pauin ouertake thee. 
The fifty difeafes flop thee j 
Oh, I am forely bruifde, plague founder thee. 
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Thou runft at cafe and plcafure,hart of chance. 

To throw me now, within a flight o‘th Towne, 

In fuch plaineecuen ground, 

Sfoot, a man may dice vpon it, and throw away the 

Medowes,ah filthy beaft. 

Cry within. 

Follow, follow, follow. 

Huf. Ha . ? I heare founds of men, like hew and cry, 
Vp,vp.and ftrugglc to thy borfe,make on, 

Ddpatch that little begger.and all’s done. 

Cry within. 

Heere,thisway,thisway. 

Huf. At my backe ? oh. 

What fate haue I, my limbes deny me to go, 

My will is bated, beggery claimes a part, f . 

Oh could l heare reach to the infants heart. 

Enter Matter oftheCoUedge , three Gentle- 
men jnd others with Holberds. 

Ad. Heere,hccic .yonder ,yonde r. 

.Afa.Vnnaturall, flinty, more then barbarous, 

The Scythians in their marble hearted fates, 
Could.jiot baue a&ed moreremorfelcfie deeds 
In their relentlcfle natures, then thefe of thine : 

Was this the anfwcr 1 long waited on. 

The fitisfa&ionfor thy prikmcdbrother ? 

Huf. He can haue no more ofvs,then onr skins. 

And fomeof them want but fleaing. 
i.G«tf.Great finnes haue madehim impudent. 
Ma.Hx, fhed fo much blood that he cannot blufh ; . 

2,GenL 
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2 Gent.Piway with him, bcarc him to the Iuftices, 
A gentleman of worfhip dwels at hand, 

There fhallhis dccdsbe blazed. 

Hw/.VVhy all the better, 

My glory tis to hatic my adtion knowne, 

I gteeue for nothing, but I mift ofonc. 

Afr.There’s little of a father in that griefej 
Bcare him away. Exeunt. 

. . 

Enter a Knight, with two or three Gentlemen. 

Knight . Endangered lb his Wife» murdered his 
children ? 

i.Gettt.So the cry goes. • _ , . . • • v' 



i rV 



Knight. I am forry I ere knew him* 

That euer He tookelife and nawrall being ' _ 

From fuch an honoured ftocke,and faire difeent, 

Till this blacke minute without ftaine or blcmilh. 

i.(jtf/tf.Heetecometheraen. 

Enter the Master of the Co Hedge, and the rejl - 
with the pr if oner . 

Knight. The Serpent of his houfe: Imc forry for 
this time,that I am in place of iufticc. 
jt/r.Pleafc you fit. , 

Knight .Do not rcpcatc it twice,! know too ftnich 9 
Would it had nere bene thought on. 

Sir, I bleed for you. 

i.Gent.Yout fathers forrowes arc ahue in me ; 
What made you (hew fuch monftrous cruelty ? 
fl^Inaword fir. 
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IfiSuc! conftmd all, plaid away long acre, IT. ; . 
And I thought it the charibleft deed I could do. 

To cufTen beggery,and knock my houfe o’th head. 

Knu 1 do not thinke but in to morrowes iudgment 
The terror will fit clofer to your foule. 

When the dread thought ofdeath remembers you, 
To further which, take this fad voyce from me, 
Ncuerwas a<Stc plaid more vnnaturally. 

Huf. I thanke you fir. 

Knight. Goe leade him to the Iayle, 

Where iuftice claimes all.there muft pttty faile. 
HufQome, come, away with me. 

• ;r ' . Exit prif oner. 

‘ ^r.Sir,youdcferuethe worfliip ofyour place, 
Would^all did fo,m you the law is grace. 

Knight.lt is my wifh it fliould be fo ; 

Ruinous man,thcdefolation of his houfe, 

The blot vpon his prcdeceflors honord name : 

That man is neereft fliame that's paftfhame. 

Exit. , 

Enter Husband with the officers , The M after and Gen - 
tlemen.tis going by his houfe. 

Huf I am right agairift my houfe,ieate of my ancc- 
ftors I heare my wife's aliue, but much endangered ; 
let me mtreate to fpeake with her before the prifon 
gripe me. • - 1 " 1 • • ■ . . 

Enter his Wife, hr ought in a Chaire . 

GenKS ce hecrc,th&eoroes of her felfe. 

Wife. Oil my fweetd husband, my deere diftrefied 
husband, now in the hands of vnrelentinglawes ; my 
U{6j D grea- 
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greaBft furrow, i»y «*««"»» bleeding i nowm, 

f0 h““ho'w now ? kinde to me ? did noc I wound 

‘ h ^".TVt!"r« gresrer 1 v ou n dsdidmybtcftfede, 
Vnkindntflc flukes a deeper wound then fteele, 

You haue beene ftill vnkinde to me. 

##/.Faith,and (o I thinke 1 haue 5 
1 did my murders roughly out of hand, , 

Defperatc and fuddainc,but thouhaft de ^ z 
A fine way now to kill mee, thou haft giucnmmecies 
Seauen wounds a peece , now glides the diueU from 
Me departs at eucry ioynt,heaues vp my nailes. 

Oh catch him new torments,that 

Bindc him one thoufand mote you blcffed Angel , 

In that bottomleffe pit.lethim not nie 
To make men afte vnnaturall tragedies. 

To fpread into a Father, and in fury. 

Make him his childrens executioners, - 
Murderbis wife, his feroants, and who not ? 
for that man’s darke .where heauen is quire torgon 

Die , if the law could forgiue as foonc as 1. 

Children kid out. 

H#/TWhat fight is yonder . ? 

Wife, Oh, our two bleeding boyes ^ 
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Laid foorth vpon the threfhold. (crack, 

ffitf.Hccr's weight enough to make a hart-ftring 
Oh were it lawfull that your pretty foules 
Might looke from heauen into your fathers eyes. 
Then fhould you fee the penitent glaffes melt, 

And both your murders fhootc vpon my checkes, 
But you arc playing in the Angels laps, 

Ana will not looke on me. 

Who void of grace, kild you in beggery. 

Oh that I might my wifhes now attainc, 

I fhould then wifh you liuing were againc •, 

Though I did beg with you,which thing I feard, ^ 

Oh t was the ene # my my eyes fo bleard. 

Oh would you could pray heauen me to forgiue, 
That will vnto my end repentant Hue. 

wif. It makes me eene forget all other forrowes, 
And leaue part with this. 

Officer. Come, will you goe ? 

Huf.We. kifle the bloud I fpilt,and then He goe. 

My ionic is bloodied, well may my lips be fo. 

Farwell decre Wife, now thou and I mull part, 

I of thy wrongs, repent me with my heart. 
wife. Oh ftay,thou (halt not goe. 
flw/TThat’s but in vaine,you fee it muft be fo. 
Farwell ye bloudy afhes of my boyes. 

My punifhments are their eternall ioyes. 

Let cuery father looke well into my deeds, 

And then their heirs may profpcr,while mine bleeds. 
Exeunt Husband with officers , 
H^.More wretched am I now in this diftrefle, 

D a Then 
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Then former forrowes made me. 

Mr . Oh kindc Wife, be comforted, 

Oneioy isyetvnmurdercd, t 

You hauc aboy atNurfe,your ioye s in him. 

fw/f. Dearer then all is my poore husbands We *. 
Heauen giue my body ftrength ,which yet is faint 
With much expence of blood, and I will kneele. 
Sue for his life, number vp all my friends. 

To plead for pardon for my deare husoands hte ? 
Mr . Was it in man to wound fo kinde a creature ? 
lie euer praife a woman for thy fake. ^ 

I muft rcturne with griefc,my anfwer sfet, 

I fhall bring newes weighes heauier then the debt. 
Two brothers 5 one in bond lies ouerthrowne, 
This,on a deadlier execution. 



Finis. 
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